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Author's Notes: 
God knows this one was like pulling teeth. | had the pictures in my head, but would it let me write it? Gah. 
Anyway. Enjoy... 


About A Boy 
The doors at the end of the corridor open with a crash, and the three men stagger through borne on a great 
wave of muttered obscenity and a stench of alcohol and sweat. 


"Christ you're a fat bastard," scowls Paul. 


"Am...m not!" slurs Chris. Ollie, dragging on the reluctant frontman's other side, yanks and curses the dead 
weight that hangs between the two men. 


"Fuck, you are," he mumbles, and the three of them crash through another set of doors. Paul stops to squint 


at the numbers on the room doors, twists to retrieve a card from his pocket and reads the number on it. 
"Bit further. Come on," he says, and hauls Chris a litle more upright 

"Gon’ puke," he growls. 

"Not out here! Fuck! Chris! Don't you dare!” 

Shouting, threatening to throw up and counting off room numbers - loudly - the three men fall through yet 
another door, and after it slams behind them peace reigns in the beige-carpeted sanctuary that is the cheap 


motel corridor. 


~ Ke 


Paul just about gets him into the bathroom before the night's alcohol makes a reappearance. 

"Oh fucking hell," mutters Ollie, backing away, and clamps one hand firmly over nose and mouth in order to 
avoid joining his inebriated friend. There's only room over the bog for one, and poking bits of puke down 
through the sink plughole is nobody's idea of a good time. Or the bath, come to that. 

"Where are you going?" 

"Back to the bar. Your stuff is in the van - looks like you're looking after him tonight" 

"Ollie!" 

"See yal!" 

And with a click the drummer is gone, heading back to the lock in at the pub next door. That, or gone to get 


the key to his own room; hotels are a luxury for them, and they have to get the cheapest, smallest number 


of rooms possible. Three of them, so two rooms - a double, and a single. 
"Bastard," mutters Paul. 

"Hrrrrrrruuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuch.." says Chris, and retches. Hard. 
Whoever passes out last gets their own room. 


Its a system that's worked for them so far. Right now, though, stuck with a puking, farting frontman, Paul 
reflects bitterly that they really should have drawn straws. Its going to be a long night. 


~ Ke 


By the time Chris folds down to sit on the cold tile of the floor next to the toilet, Paul is sitting cross legged 
by the bath, cigarette in hand, watching him with wise eyes. He reaches over his shoulder, and calmly passes 


him a damp washcloth. 


"Cheers Long," he mutters, and leans his head forward while he clamps the cold cloth to the back of his neck 
It helps, a bit. Paul chuckles, quietly, and when Chris looks up there's that wry little half-smile twisting his lips 


to one side. 
"Better?" 
"Yeah." 


Chris stretches his hand out, and Paul passes him the cigarette. He takes a drag; it makes him cough - Chris 
quit ages ago - but at least there's some colour in his cheeks now, even if his smile is rather wan. 


"Just another night on the road," observes the taller man dryly, and Chris agrees with a snort. 


He lets his head drop back against the wall with a soft thump, and the two men sit together in the silence of 
the too-bright bathroom. The tap drips against the stained enamel of the bath, and Paul pitches the cigarette 


end into the toilet where it dies with an evil hiss. 


"So what was that about," and his voice feels like it wants to echo, although all the bathroom can manage is an 


odd little harmonic from the bath behind his shoulders, "in the van, then?" 


Chris angles his head, rolls it against the wall. He's sprawled almost elegantly, thin wrists draped over the jut 
of the stained knees of his jeans, bracelets forced to hang lopsided, shine muted by the angle of his loose 
hands. Mud and water stain his white boots, the laces are steadily unraveling, and the greying of the leather 
matches the circles under his eyes. They look worn, used up, burnt out and ready to be thrown away. 


Fluorescent light can be unkind, sometimes. 

He faces Paul, but keeps his eyes shut. 

"When?" 

"Donington." 

A slight smile creases his face, but he still doesn't open his eyes. From the way his whole expression moves - 
only a little, but every muscle is engaged - Paul knows that his eyes would sparkle wickedly under the 
sharpness of the light in here, if he would only open them. The eyeliner may be smudged, but there's still 


enough left to bring out the glitter of blue when he looks at you from behind that fringe. But only, of course, 
when they're not shaded by the delicately blued curve of eyelid, the sweep of lash. 


"Ah, yeah... that." 
Paul waits, but that smile continues to creep around Chris’ face without ever making him open his eyes. 


He decides to wait him out. He's patient, he can wait all night if he has to; and if Chris passes out, he's going 
to slide sideways and bang his head on the toilet. That ought to wake him up. And if he gets stuck, then Paul 


isn't going to drag him out until he gets an answer. 


Small noises make their way into the room from outside. A car growls into the car park, a party of very 
drunk people dopplers in and out of range, the pipes hiss and gurgle somewhere in the walls. Eventually, Chris 
cracks open an eye and looks at Paul; the smile is gone, and now his expression is still, guarded. Paul can't read 
it, and so he just watches and waits some more. His backside hurts, but he isn't going to move to ease the 


ache. 

One shoulder lifts in a shrug, and the gaze slips down to the floor. "Just felt right," he says quietly. 
“That's it," says Paul, and his tone is flat, controlled. "It just.. felt right.” 

The smile is back, however wry and self effacing. 

"Lame, huh?" 


Now Paul unfolds his long, skinny legs to lever himself upright, hisses under his breath as blood rushes back 
to his feet. He holds out a hand, cocks an eyebrow; Chris takes the offered help up, and sways a little on his 


own numb feet before he steadies. Paul turns him toward the sink, gives him a gentle push. 


"Brush your teeth," he says, and leaves the room. Chris finds himself alone, and stares at his own weary 


reflection in the mirror over the sink. 
He isn't sure he likes what he sees. 


ee 


Lips slide, the heat and humidity of the air stale against their faces; the Television rambles on in an idiot drone in 
the background, and the light of it is muted through their eyelids, almost closed He can feel the puff of air before 
Paul's nose nuzzles his cheek, their faces touching for a moment in a gesture that could be affection or could be 
fear before their lps find each other again, and this time the kiss is less tentative, harder. A flick of his tongue, the 
salty tang of sweat on lips, the softness and the gentle, inquisitive slide, the discovery of each other's mouths, the 
taste and the feel of them 


Dim light and heat, claustrophobia and the taste of another man’s mouth. What was he thinking? 


~ Ke 


By the time Chris slinks out of the bathroom, Long is already stretched out on the bed, duvet pulled up to his 
hips, arms behind his head and staring at the ceiling through half-closed eyes. One bedside lamp is on, by the 

yellowish light of the tired bulb the long torso gleams, ribs and muscles playing with the slight twist of shadow 
as he breathes. The sharpness of his hipbones pushes against the covers; from this angle, it isn't clear if he's 


naked. 


Chris is. He always sleeps naked; after all, what's the point in being shy about it? Just because they share a 
bed doesn't mean that-- 


He stamps on that thought, hard. With the thoughts that have been floating around his mind since that fateful 
afternoon at Donington, he now wonders if not wearing boxers was a bad idea, and hesitates. Maybe he should 


go find some, put them on.. perhaps it would be safer... 
"Fuck's sake, Chris," sighs Long, not even bothering to look at him, "get in bed." 


The heat of the blush that creeps up his neck makes his head ache. Apparently, his friend can read his mind, 


too. 


Darkness falls as soon as he settles into bed, the last brief glimpse as Paul turns to switch off the light 
clearing up one little mystery, both of them are, indeed, naked. Big deal mutters the part of his mind that just 
wants to get some sleep. The other bit, though, that's the bit that's just woken up and is asking questions. It's 
also making suggestions, and long, calloused fingers pluck at the edge of the duvet as Chris listens to it, and 


wonders if he should shut it up or consider some of the propositions it's whispering into his mind's ear. 


A shift, a creak of stiff springs and the bed bounces a little. Paul has turned on his side, and his head is 
propped in his hand as he stares at his friend. That little half-smile is back; Chris can tell from the tone of his 
voice when he speaks, and twists his eyes tighter shut. 


"Relax, will you?" 

Fingertips rasp on the edge of the duvet. Pluck, pluck. Anyone would think he was dying. 

He can't think of anything to say. Caught up in the war of thoughts in his head - war of desire and want and 
denial and fear - it's only when lips softly brush his own that he lets out a breath, and finally begins to relax. 


Fuck it 


Ever since he set out for London, a scared kid with big dreams and a gut full of anger, he's taken what he 


wants. Gone for it, fuck hesitation, fuck doubt - just do it. And that's what happens now, the kiss slides easily 


from gentle and inquisitive to hard, hungry. Long's hair is soft between his fingers where they curl against his 
scalp, and teeth clash, lips bruise, tongues delve. This isn't just good, this is magnificent 


Thought vanishes into sensation as he rolls into the body next to him. Their leanness compliments each other, 
and their legs twist around each other as hips grind, and breath pants between mouths spit-slick and hungry, 
devouring the taste of each other. The newness is overwhelming, and Chris makes a noise in the back of his 


throat when Paul pulls back, breaks the connection, and stares into his eyes with a frown. 


"Tell me," he mutters, and Chris can see a ghost of fear flick across his expression, "how far? How far do you 
want to go?" 


He shrugs. He hasn't thought about it, if he's completely honest with himself; his imagination hadn't even got 
this far, not in any detail. Its all too new, and if he stops he's afraid they'll never start again. His blood pounds, 


and he just wants more. More of this, more of Long, more of it all. 


He feels drunk again, but this time it's his body's own chemicals he's high on. Long kisses him gently, smiles 
against his mouth. "We can just do this," he murmurs, rolls his hips against Chris' to draw another of those 


hungry noises from him, "until you come, if you want--" 


"No." He's sure of that, even if his words are jerky, not quite formed. Fear is trying to grab his vocal chords, 


but he pushes the words out anyway. "More. But--" 
"| won't fuck you," and the words shape against his mouth, "not this time. But roll over." 


The pillow smells musty when he buries his face in it, the ghosts of all the people that have fucked here 
before reaching out to stroke at his senses. Even though he isn’t going to get fucked - fake cock, says his 
mind, take a cock up the arse, and there's a thrill to the words he never expected - he's hard and afraid and 


shivering and oh, the anticipation... 


When the tips of Long's fingers rub against his lips he sucks them in, hungry for the taste of skin. He can 
hear a soft groan from the other man, and curls his tongue to flick against the hardness of guitar callouses, 


the smooth nails, the shudder in the muscle as they push deeper. 


And then they're gone, and that hungry little noise he didn't know he could make escapes him again. Long 
laughs, and those fingers stroke between the cheeks of his arse, tickle at the ring. He forgets to tense up 
when Long presses himself to his side, rubs their bodies together, twists his head down to nuzzle their faces 
against each other, seek his lips. They kiss, and one fingertip slips inside. 


"Ah... fuck..." 


Long smiles against him, and the finger twists deeper. He arches his back, pushes back against the burn of 
entrance; head flung back the kiss is forgotten, as is everything other than the sensation overwhelming him 


from the places their bodies connect. The rub and the push, the feel of being filled and fucked by those long, 


talented, cool fingers. 

Muted light that leaks through the curtains catches on the slide of sweat over arched muscles. He curves his 
spine, grinds his hips against the bed. The blue of Paul's eyes is lost in the darkness as he watches; he's going 
to come just from the expression on Chris’ face, the gasps and mewls when he adds another finger and turns 
his wrist, playing his friend like he plays his guitar. 

"Fuck," he gasps. "Fuck... fuck! Long!" 

And he jerks against the bed, fucking down into it while the clench of his muscles squeezes Paul's fingers, and 
the sight and the sound and the smell catches him by surprise and he crashes his mouth against Chris’ 
shoulder, bites it and humps against his hip. Fingers curl, and Chris yelps with surprise when he feels the hot 
splash of Long's come against his flank. 

Bodies fall together, breath harsh in the darkness, the heave of ribs rocking them back and forth. 

They stink. Of alcohol, of sweat, of sex. Of each other. 


Long carefully pulls his fingers out, which draws a small noise from Chris; he wipes them on the sheet, smiles. 


Chris is already asleep. He wonders what - if anything - will be said in the morning. If itll change anything. If 
they can do it again. 


He pulls him into his side, curls himself around the lean form of the smaller man. Chris pushes himself closer, 


rubs his cheek against Paul's chest and settles again 
"Night, Long," he mutters, and then he's gone again. 
Wrapped in the aftermath, Long lets his doubt follow him down into sleep. 


~Fin~ 


